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Sudan was so excited he forgot to wake me, so I slept
until eight, when he came in and said, "Aren't you
ready? " He stood for a moment watching me with
large eyes full of reproach.

" Ashwa is still tired. You will be riding Zeyala to-
day."

" When I've had breakfast/' I said.

I found him saddling Zeyala in the castle yard. She
was an awkward-looking brute with a dirty white coat.
I disliked her at sight. As soon as I swung my leg over
the saddle she leapt up without even a warning grunt so
that I nearly tumbled off. She trotted briskly through
the yard. Then she bolted. I pulled on the halter, but
she arched back her neck as if it was made of rubber,
and moved all the faster. I clung to the saddle with
both hands. As I jolted up and down in the saddle I
tried to comfort myself with the thought that she could
not run for ever. I disliked the idea of a fall because
we were moving over stony ground. I hung on grimly.
At the end of four miles she slowed down, and I pulled
her to a halt. Sudan drew up to us. At first he tried
to conceal his mirth, but after a few minutes he burst
out laughing.

More sedately we walked down the valley between the
giant cliffs of crumbling craggy sandstone; we lunched
in the shelter of a deep crease of rock. A sharp wind
was chasing thick clouds across a leaden sky.

Sudan was full of happiness and laughter. He chatted
gaily as he neatly prepared arbud, which we mixed with
some sausages. The meal was delicious. All through